See, there's a bank that's fenced,

Wherein, \vhereon
Joy may be lodged against

Oblivion;

And we hereafter, say

That we of yore.
One slanting sunny day

Gould do no more

Than make this gentle bank

Joy's strong redoubt
Which years may not outflank,

Nor Memory flout.

"Well, to accomplish that

What must we do?"
"We must do something pat,

Something Come-to/9

Love can't be made by proxy,
Lest faith in Love should fail.

Heigh with the orthodoxy,

Gome with me o'er the dale!

The only way to capture

What may not be expressed

Is turn it into rapture
Or turn it into jest.
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